Madame de StdeL

related his campaigns soberly and without too
much embellishment. One might think one
were reading Stendhal humanized, or Meri-
m6e grown tender. He was a hero of a new
race; something of which Madame de Stael
had not dreamed, with a charm possessed by
no politic Valmont, or worldly Werther, or dip-
lomatic Ren6 whom she had ever met. She
found that he was wounded. She felt what
she had often imagined in her books: " Ah!
how beautiful is a proud and manly glance,
when it is at the same time modest and
pure! . . . Pity seized me at the same time
as love." Nevertheless she resisted her feel-
ings; she was almost twice the age of Roc-
ca; but Rocca had fallen under the spell,
and the spell was contagious. " I will love
her so dearly that she will end by marrying
me," he said. Delphine and Corinne that
day had their revenge. Here was the man
who dared to brave prejudice, and here was
the woman submissive to him. The tempta-
tion was too strong for Madame de Stael to
resist; but the marriage, celebrated in the
early part of 1811, was kept secret Madame
de Stael retained her name; for she dreaded
the opinion of her friends. She feared ridicule,
and in fact she knew that the world, after hav-
ing ascribed so many weaknesses to her, wouldshed. He hasity of an "author without genius, whopt.    Savary warned  the author in a
